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none being by to hear him he recited the verse: * Across
the sunset hill there hangs a wreath of cloud that garbs
the evening as with the dark folds of a mourner's dress/

There was a certain priest who had for generations served
as chaplain in Lady Fujitsubo's family. Her mother had
placed extraordinary confidence in him, and she herself
had instilled the young Emperor Ryozen with deep venera-
tion for this old man, who was indeed known throughout
the land for the sanctity of his life and the unfailing efficacy
of his prayers, He was now over seventy and had for
some time been living in retirement, intent upon his final
devotions. But recently the occasion of Lady Fujitsubo's
death had called him back to the Court, and the Emperor
had more than once summoned him to his side. An urgent
message, conveyed by Prince Genji, now reached him.
The night was already far advanced, and the old man at
first protested that these nocturnal errands were no longer
within his capacity. But in the end he promised, out of
respect for His Majesty, to make a great effort to appear, and
at the calm of dawn, at a moment when, as it so happened,
many of the courtiers were absent and those on duty had
all withdrawn from the Presence, the old man stepped into
Ryozen's room. After talking for a while in his aged,
croaking voice about various matters of public interest,
he said at last: ' There is one very difficult matter which
I wish to discuss with you. I fear I may not have the
courage to embark upon it, and I am still more afraid that
if I succeed in broaching this topic I may give you great
offence. But it concerns something which it would be
very wrong to conceal; a secret indeed such as makes
me fear the eye of Heaven. What use is there, now that I
am so near my end, in locking it up so tightly in my heart ?
I fear that Buddha himself might cast me out should I
approach him defiled by this unholy concealment/ He